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Ne Did Not Explain.

When Hillings took his sgat ul the breakfast
tblc he saw the storm signails on his wife's brow.
The storm was nol long In coming. As he began
to cut the steak she broke out with:

“Woll, are you satisfied now? You have driven
mpthiee from the house, and perhaps 1 will follow
her. Cih, It was brutal! brutall”

“Would vou mind telling me what was brutal?”
askted the ustonished Blilings,

Y Ah, you pretend not to kpow,! sneered his wife.
‘Perliaps I wiil hove to repeat it for your infar-
metion.  Bverybody in the house heard the Insult
vou offered my mother.”

“Now, look here ' said Billlngs, getting angry.
too. “1 want to know sight off what you're driving
nt. What insult do you mean?”

Al vight, TH tell yae, i T must,” Mrs. Blllings
seplled.,. *"When you came In from your club meat-
ing early this mornlpg you said you were Very
tfred and went to bed af ¢nee. Well, flve minutes
sfterward You shouted @t the top of your volce:
“I'we gt 2 full house! I've gol'a full house, I teil
yvou!” Mother heard you, and of course she kness
you meant there wasn't room for her here, so sh»

got right up. packed her clothes and gtarted for °

home at deylight. When 1 spoka to you you pr.-
tonded to be asleep. But even If you were asleep,
you were saying whdl wans on your mind. Be (t
5. just as bad. ©Oh, It was brutal!”

Blllings could have explained, but he didn't, for
ne had solemnly promised his wife not to touch &
card during Lent.

A; L-A
In thg Heat of the Qonfilat

HE—Do you think your Judgment is as good as
mine?

SHE—Oh, no, dear,
proves that it isn't

Our cholee ‘of life partners

“PUTTING AN OLD HE}\D ON YOUNG SHOULDERS.”

A GASH GUSTOMER.
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CLERK (yelling furiously)—Cash! Cash!

MRS. MURPHY—De gobbs! yeéz needn’t scare ine ter death.

it wid me!

He Did.
BLOWIT—Are you a weather prnpheu
KNOWIT—Well, I guess.

s
; 1 i .hmlu.

JW\\"IL" 10 '|-r'\
W\;H % .:i' WHL !& H. M\

e N . MH
il lm "?“.",' \*" Al “ i
L ik i

_.“illﬂll‘

l” ‘ﬂ!l‘ l X,

LO‘L..‘

1

WHH

I“ \
Mﬂ ik

'w ]

Wh'at Prevented.

I know full well this form of mine
Was once a monad cell )
Jammed full of old premordial mist,
And latent heat as well,
Amoebacally haved crept
From chaos dark and glum,
The while subletting growing cella
To youthful pabulum;
And as I've evoluted on
With many a wrlgxllng squirm,
Assuming contour by the ald
Of smelling bla:todem
1've never thought to tracs the why
Or wherefore 6f my race— ey
To aearch the prehllmrio earth
Fot models of my face—
But this I have forever thought—,
‘Bometimes of it I dream— \
When full of mist and heat, why did
1 met g9 ub ln m!
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| UNREASONABLE.

" exelslming:

1ts always cash 1 pay whin [ have

A Boston Romarnce

CHAPTER L

*1 am sorry to pain you.” sald the old Professor
with kindly gravity, “but I must refuse absolutely
to permit you to pay your addresses to my daugh-
ter. ‘She could never be happy with you. - She is,
as yvou know, devoted to books, and s fonder of
Greek rools than of caramels and ice cream com-
bined. You, on the ether hand, give all your
thoughts to football and other field sparts. I
know of nothing against your character except
your aversion to Homer; still, T am con¥inced that
n union between persons with such dillerent tastes
s sure to result in unhappiness to both

+One thing more, It has been the dream of my
life, Bince Minerva was born, Lo see her married to
a man fitted 1o succeed me B8 Profebsor of Greek
in the University, You know Yyou are not that
man. You know''—

»But T can study and fit myself for that high po-
gition,” erled Rdgar Dedham, his fapve ljighting vp
with enthusizsm. “If vou give me the Nope that
I may one day win Minerva 1 will devote mysell .
10 learning and return heve for my rewnrd when
I shall kave become o0& learfied a8 you. You think
thut Impossible, but all things nre possible to him
who loves 1m!y."

“Very well,” sald the Professor, smiling. “When.
you areag learped as I am you may coma back
and ask my daughter's hand.”

“That's & go,” was Edgar Dedham's brief reply.
as he started for the door.

CHAPTER, L

The yeatrs passed by, Neither the Professor nor
Minerva recelved any tidipgs from the young man.
The former concluded that Edgar had found the
acquisition of knowledge o snap and lad zong
into-some-betten prying business - Lhe glel still
hoped that her lover would soms day return’ s,
elaim her, but her hope was growing less month
by month, and more than once she was inclined to
smile on Lhe sult of the Professor of Blolegy.  Fi-
nally she announced to her father that she would
abandon all thought of the young man If He did
not return within ten years

CHAPTE I
It wa# the nlght of the Jast day of the tenth

“year since Bdgar Dedham had gone forth to sesk

knowlsdge, The Professor and his davghter sat
n thelr study discussing a psesage in the Iliad.
The beil rang. A moment Iater Edgar slepped
{hto the: yoom. MHe was so emaclated and bent
that even Minerta would noL have secpgnized Him
‘but for the absence of o plese of the left ear,
which had Been lost in the fsolball field eleven
years ‘helofie, S O

=1 have come to'clabm my rowhrd)' sald the pre-
rna.lumly aged young men, fneking fondly at the
girk I have kept my Wword. - 1 am mow fitted' to
take your place any time. Once more I ask''—

“Not so fast,'’ (hlérrupted the Professor. “No
doubt what -you say is true; stili befora giflng any &
forther i might be well to stumit some proot, to
® have a Htile examingtion or'— ;

“Ha! ha!*lavghed Edgar "‘}.’nu Fant proof that
I have cornercd dll human:knowledse? Here ltis:
Just look at this paperl” - -

The Professor glanced at the paper and imma-
diately grasped both of the voung man's hends,
“It.§s enolgh! The paper certifies
that you passed successfully the mentnl exeming-
tion for a place on the Now York police fores. Any
man who can do that is eamostent 1o fil not only
the chalr of Greek, but any or i1l the chairs In the
University. I am proud to shaks your hand. Now
go'to Minerva: If she still loves you and you
want to get married before noon to-morrow, I ghall
offer np objection.”




